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nes, and are to bee ſolde at the 
_ VVeſt doore of Paules . | 
5 1. 


Affection, y 


To his worthy louing Friend, Ma. 


Anthonie Gibſonne, Groome in or- 


dinarie of the Queenes Maieſties moſt hono- 


rable Chamber, . L. wiſheth health 
and harts deſire. 1 


lnde Maiſter Gibſonne, 
5 if entiquitie be not the breach of 
good cuſtoms, as it is the ruine of 


beft faſhions, 77 boldly ima- 


Ne” £ 
CES, gine with my forefathers to ſeale 


| « mo#t kinde lone With the print of imprinted Let- 
ters; Preſerue it I beſeech you 45 a derde of gift, - 


Wherein4 haue bequeathed all the goods of mize 
et leaf? you ſhould iudge for mine um 
s ſake the recorde to be imperfett, af- 


imperfettion 


ſure your ſelfe it was draWne by an Aduocate 


Worthy enongh to be Indge of the Aduſes greateit 
contentions. Efteeme him, it, and mee: Mee, as 


one whom acq uainted . to me- 


mori: 


<pittle, 
urs: It, as the monument in Which 
roſe fawours buried haue perpetnitie : Him, as an 


exquiſite Architeckt, that when hee ple 2h, oy i 
forme models of better eternitie ,. all as — ( 
your oWne Wiſhes, And the rather C mba 2 
ſure my ſelfe the matter is not altogether 


wiſhers, that you may attaine the belt bliſſe 
your beroicke humor, beeing « lower of DOE 


Your affectionate 
H, 3 


-. 


C To the Gentlemen 


holding (Gentlemen) with 
0 vonder the flouriſhing of our 
N|<ngliſh Poetry, and drawne 


$ by the hart-rauiſhing harmo- 
ue of their ccleſtiall Muſicke, 
S=—=Yyilling to become a Scholler 

in that Schoole , Whoſe teaching is ſo delight- 
full, and whoſe knowledge the Tempe and 
ſumme of all pleaſure; I gaue my ſelfe to the 
ſtudy of that ſoule-pleaſing Arte of Poetrie, 
with greater hope peraduenture then effect. 
Yet howſoeuer ( Gentlemen ) I preſent vnto 
you this Infant of my Muſe , you mal embol- 
den her by your fauour to bring forth more 
fruites, which without your kin ines ſhall be 


ne Reader; © + 
ac in eternall barrainnes : If the hamilli- 


ofthe verſe diſlyke, this fomwhat ſatisfies, 
: GS was but meane, ſtill liui * 
| | banks vntill ſtird vp e his WViues death, he 


wonne fame —_— and gaine by his loſe. 
If any _ my Mule ſhall aske 


pardonfork er 8 un, who ifſhee had 
Pr 


be: t but halfe a Luſtrum in learning euere 
5 one of her Siſters names, ſie had nor yet come N 


ro Calliope , Thus truſti ro your nes ac- 
ceptance, Orphens Cole you his 1 
hoping for that fauour which in his ly 


could not finde. 


* 


PR LATER Le 
To the faireſt Iulia. 


R Eccive feet Maide the accents of my woe, 
The dolefull tunes from out my martred hart'd - 
And when I die, ſay but; hee lou'd mee fo K 
And that will ſome- what caſe my raging ſmart : 
Say (ſweet) that theſe were once thy Louers lines 
Who with thy loue conſumed, daily pines, 


_— 


Then ſhall I thinke not all my labour loſt, 
Though thou arr loſt, the ſcope of all my paine, 
And of thy little will I dying boaſt, 
Seeing thy all I cannot dying gaine. 
Thy all is my all, which fince thou doſt denie, 
My all decayes, and I forſaken die. Th 


Lues complaints. 


You filly words, poore Oratours for me, 
Goe to my loue whereas ſhee doth reioyce, 
And for your wofull Maiſter pleaders be, 
And repreſent his lamentable voice, 

Feare not though you but words, no pitty find, 
For that vnto my lelfe is not aſlign'd. 


Perhaps ſhe will within her boſome ſet you, 

And when her hand the careleſſe putteth in, 

VVhen as ſhe doth (as ſhe doth (till) forget you, 

Then may you touch her Alablaſter skin. 

' So ſhall you happie by your fauour gaine 

That which your Maiſter neuet could — 
: Stu 


Loues complaints, 


Still doe I moane, and ſtill my moanes repeate, 
But her indurate hart will nere relent, 
Still doe her eyes conſume me with their heat, 


The ſcorching heat fro her ſweet ſun- beames (ent; 


And when vnto her hart I ſue for eaſe, 
It ſtill denies my furie to appeaſe. BY 


Thus doe her eyes and hardned hart conſpire 
For to conſume me in this languiſhment, 
Her eyes which kindle my inflamed fire, 
Her hart which neuer knoweth to relent, 
Yet though my woes cannot her hardnes moue, 
Falſe hope comaunds me to maintainc my lone. 


- 
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| Ing my hart robd of his chiefe 
i where my ſwert ioy and ſolace hes 
The pl object of my fight _ 
Then doe want the fucll of my fire 
Which doth maintaine my cha inflam” d defire. 


And when I ſee her, then? pine againe 
| vpon her harts vnmouednes, 
Let ſhe's my Loue, though cauſe of all my paine, 
Through her vngentle minds cruell ſtedtaſtnes: 
— he foe that ſince ſhe works my woe 


Great is wy loue that ſtill will louc her ſo. 
Great 


— 


Loues complaints. 

Great is my loue that ſtill will loue her ſo 

And yet ſhe cruell doth my loue deſpi oy bt We 

Nor doth a reward ſor my cares 0 hd 
Not a good looke {ro her ſweet frowning eyes: ( me, 
Sweet,thogh their frowns \ wretched ſorro fill 

Sweet, thogh their lo ring influence doth kill me. 


I knock againſt her hart to let me in, r 
To keepe me from diſpaires black Winters froſt, - 
But there whereas I thought t haue harbour d bin, 
I moſt was with misfortunes billowes toſt; 

To ſend her Loue for mine was all my ſute, 
Zut the ſends back diſdaine for my vg. 


Loues complaints. 


If thou (feet loue) a thoſe ſweeteſt three 
, VVhich ſtroue for Jupiters faire golden ball, 
Shouldeſt (as their companion) numbred bee, 
And they t alot their fortunes did me call, | 
Thee would I iudge the worthieſt of the three, 
For with thy nature beſt it doth agrre. 


The is bri it, and thou art alſo brię 

— arg. 11 entered 
Tus doth delight the eye, and thou the fight, 
And gold is hard, and thou art hard withall: 


er geld eil melt, but thou wilt neuer 


* 


Th 


. „„ TIT 
—_—— 


. —— | 


0 Alluding to Promethius, 


My hart is ſubiect of thy crueltie, —F * 
Vnto thy hart my bart is ſtrongly chaind, 
VVhile as it is conſumed by thy beautie, 
And by the loue of thee it is maintaind : = 

Thy hart the Rock where my poore hart is tied, 
Thy beartie is the bird not ſatiſ-· ed. 


Looſing my love bence may l bereleaſed, 
| — —t 11 

And wit requice ths for thy faſt e : 1 
Fooliſh I, ſuffring loue thus to confound me, 
And the rakind,who for my loue doth woid me. 


Loues complaints. 


Continuall drops falling from higher place 
Doe penetrate the hardnes of the {tones ; 
Continuall teares haue fallen from my face, 
Deepe fetched ſighes and ſad lamenting grones 
5 Come from the Ceſterns of my pained ſoule 
| Which doe the greatnes of my grieſe enroule. 


Theſe haue I ſent and ſacrifiz'd to her 


Nor can I out-caſt, ny prey find: 
Hard {tone which with great dropping ſcarcely 


with moanes & t 


= 1 


Lues complaints. 


- 
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=> 
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Mine eyes were firſt the Traytours of my peace; 

Which ſuffered thy forme to enter in, 

Where eruelly now it dooth neuer ceaſe 

To plague my hart for mine eyes former fin, ' 
Vngentle ſhee that for mine eyes amille, 


Robbech my hart of all her worldly bliſle, 


Yet if thou wilt be iuſt, then puniſh thoſe, 
Thoſe faithleſſe keepers of my Treaſurie, 

And to them ſtill thy beautie doe oppole, 7 
And 1 1 wrath on my deceit full eye, 
Which while it looketh with continuall gazing, 

Wound it with admiration and amazing. 


5 2 
B. Long 


Loues complaints, 


Long haue I pray d te leaue her ſtony hart, 
Vet neuer will ſhe end her cruelty, 
Nor from her hardned Nature will depart 
Bur ſtill doth exerciſe her tiranny:, 
Sending me frownes back for my recompence 


Hurting wher I had thought t haue found defence, 


VWbereſore if ſtill thy mind be hardly bent, 

And if thou ſtony alwaies wilt remaine, 

Vet let my ſelfe inuent my puniſhment, 

And chooſe the ſtony worker of my paine, 
J will be Iron, thou a Loadſtone bee, 


So ſhall I kiſſing euer cleaue to thee, 


l 


Loues complaints, 


Her eye, the Sunne, from out her heauenly ſphere 
Hath ſhin'd vpon mine eye, the Chriftall glaſſe 
Whole fiery beames when they contracted were, 
Forth-with to my inflamed hart did paſle, 
Where reſting in my harts conſuming ſeate 
They ſcorch it with an euer- torrent heate. 


Thus euer doth her Sunne conſume my hart 
Denyinę me the darks alternall reſt 
Leaſt with the light my ſorrow ſhould depart, 
And I ſhould feele the pleaſures of the bleſt, 
This makes them, who obtaine their loues delight 
To blame the lingring Sun, and praiſe the light. 
1 My 


Loues complaints, 


_ "My hart, the roote of her affeRion, ©  - - 
1 
My prai thereon, 

My — did water it w 1 . 

She is the owner of m y growing ſtock, 


She, * whoſe — ſad laments doe knock. 


Who with her hard hart, that ſhatpe e yron ide 
Cuts downethe tree & hes 50K 5 faire did ſpread, 


And hurts herſelfe for to deſtroy my life, 


1 Not caring ſo ber ire be Griſ-Ged, 
So ſhe hath left the roote a wofull hart, 
And flowing tcares the * of my ſmart. 
My 


e 


N 
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Loues complaints. 


My faireſt faire (as her hard hart doth proue) _ 
Proceeded from the ftone-tran(-formed kinde, 
Which,whe all drowned were on earth that mouę, 
Being caſt behind, their native forme reſigred: 
And yet (he doth deny to me (vnkind) 
Thar, by which firſt her being ſhe did find: 


My little world, this my bodies frame 
Is drown'd in teares, and dead to earthly joy: 
Diſdaine the ſtone which may reuiue the ſame 
And giue that life which erſt it did deſtroy : 
Then caſt that None behind, recall againe 
Him, chat is dead to ioy, aliue to paine. 
"4 „ Admiring 


Loues complaints. 


Admiring her faire ſorme and louely face, 
Her ſwecteſt beauty and her comly feature, 
Adorned with a well-beſceming grace 
Wonder you wa ſexe a d Ne 3 
I thought whereto I might her wort compare 
Which like ber mighe be bright & lke her faire. 


Then to the Planets I Fro E ber, 7 
For both dos ſlune an are paſſing bigs 
And both the royall ſeates of Gods doe beare i 
(For Seh is a God, though wanting bebe) 
ly the Spheres doe turne & cha cherry 
ee ee huge Goth mar \ 


— 


? 


1 
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Loues complaints. 


In ſorrowes darknes and diſpaires black night 

J long haue watch d and wearied mine eyes, 
Wailing my woe and my diſtreſſed plight, 
WORSE my ſweet Day-ſtars light ſhould riſe: 


might remaue frõ me F night of ſorrow . 


Aud bring vnto me comforts brighteſt morrow. | 


But neuer did her Sunne to me appeare 
VVhich 9 #0 expell the clouds of miſery 
Nor euer did the fauour of my deare, 
Take hence the darknes of her cruelty, 
Yet will I hope becauſe the longeſt night 
at length and yeeldeth to the light. 


* 


* a 
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Loues complaints, 


The Ship is hope, loue is the Ocean mayne, 

The Land is reſt, which I haue left behind, 
I wandred in the Sca with ho e tattaine 

Thoſe bleſſed les which no yet could finde,, 
I le chiefeſt manſions of the ritcheſt treaſure, 
The ſweeteſt harbours of all humane pleaſure. 


And as I wandred, hapleſſe Marriner, 

And ſearch'd the wayleſſe waies of wofull loue, 

Directing all my doubtfull courſe to her, 

Whom neuer yet my chaſteſt vowes could moue, 

I ranne my ſhip againſt her hart, the rock, 
Which rented it in peeces with the knock. 
FD 1 VVhen 


Loues complaints, 


VVhenfirſt the ſiekneſſe of my hart did greeue me. 

I ſought for Phiſicks rules and learned skill, 

And all the wayes I vid that could releeue me, 

But my harts griefe with me remained ſtill, 4 
Then heatbs ynto my ſicknes I applied 
But nothing could me help which I had tried. 


Then Loue a good Phiſition bad me goe ! 

To my Fayrs Garden, a ſweet Paradice 

And ſinell the Roſes which therein doe growe 

And that to cure my malady will ſuffice: 
Then let me (fiyect) but ſinell thy Roſes ſauour, 
I will not vnleſſe I haue thy fauour. + 


? 


Loues complaints. 


When I doe plaine the hardnes of my loue 
[ Gay her hart is all of None compacke, - 
But that's vntrue, as the euent doth proue, 
And gentle mercy which ſhe euer lackt, 
For hardeſt ſtone wick Iron (ledges ſtroke 


Huch yeelded to it and in pecces broke, 


[ with wy pray rs haue ſlroke her hardned hart, 
And with my vowes haue tried her conſtancy 
And ſighing, prayed her to lay apart 

Her cruell es and her tiran ;: 
Wieeping I ſwore to her that I did burne 
Let by my teares and oath ſhe will not turne. 


uphtto 8 e 


Tor 13 5g — 
And my r p r to 
And with . to ſtint the — E 
But in againe there crept the — fer 


Which 


And now it rageth far and eateth our 
The confines which are bord'rers by his "KAY 
And will conſume the parts which 5. about 
Vnlefſe ſome L imites to his rage be ſet: 
Wher fore ſince firſt the fier from thee 
Thou (faire) th encloſure and the chimney bee: 


26 2 5 LN 
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xd more & mare once kindled by her. 


My 


— — 


Loues complaints, 


My Faireſt hath a comb and hony in it. 
Sweet hony ſweeter then what ſweereſt is, 5 
Happy are thoſe who any time haue ſeene it, 
But they that taſted it haue perſect blis 
Which when to touch I offred with my tung, 
 Shee for my offer me vngently ſtung. © 


Vbo though ef it ſhe haue ſafficient plenty 

"Yer kuffreth ſhe the poore to pine away, 

Worthy to be accus'd for little bounty 

Who hauing much will ſee a man decay, 
Couetous ſhe, who baving honies ſtore 

| Will ſee vs poote to dye at honies dore. 


My 


Loues complaints. 


My Deare is faire as Leda Lemmon was 
Like to a Swan, bright, beautifull is ſhe, — 
0 chat in brightnes ſhe a Swan doch paſſe * 
(ii brighteſt bright brighter then Swan may be) 
* Like to a Swan ſhe tuneth her ſweet voyce 
VVhich can allure Gods by her mubick noyer, 


But why doe I her to a Swan c 


ompare ? 

A Swan doth chooſe her Leue, but ſhe willnone, 
And though like to a Swan ſhe be moſt faire | 
Yet this ſhe's vnlike; ſhe is alone 
But if that needs my Loue will be a Swan, 


Vnpierced Troian Ciguus ſhe is chan. 


Poore 


Loues complaints. 


Poore Ovid, who ſo long in Art of loue 
Thy time didſt ſpend, and ruling loue by lawe, 
Thy fooliſh Art cannot my Faire remoue 
Not can thy precepts keepe her thoughts in awe: | 
Ah ſimple Art and fooliſh he that made thee = 
Happy were I, if I had not aſſayd thee. 


But why ſhould Iof learned Art complaine 
And rules and cunning ski 

2 hard Art is cauſe of all my paine, e 
Art, which I could not get though ſeeking ſtill, 
Which while I fighing ſound with aſpiration 
That Art is hart, ak of my deſperation. 


Iam 


= pes 
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Loues complaints. 


I am the ground whereon my Faire doth ſit, 
My teates the ſhowers which doe fall thereon, 
Her eyes the Sun-beames which doe comfort it, 
Her hart the Iron plough that works vpon, 
All theſe haue I, no more hath other ground, 
Yer like them I in fruite doe not abound. 


The owners is the fault, for ſhe with ſtones 

And hardnes choakes my fading fruitfulnes, Sha 

Which keepe away the ſhowers, which my mones 

The clouds, do ſend to make the fruite increaſe : 
Then ſweet remoue your hardnes and your ſtone, 
And you and I ſhall fructiie anone. 


* 
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pt” | 
Loues complaints. 


Becauſe I ſayd my Faire was hard to me, 
She was offended with my words ſo bold, 
And fince againſt her beauties lou'raigntie 

My ouer-daring tongue hath treaſon told, 
She layes that for my boldnes I ſhall dye 


Looſing that part wherein my tongue doth lye. 


Then fith Tnetds but by thy ſentence giuen 


In this my dayes darknes- declining euen 
I aske but one boone ere I leaue my breath, 


Be thou the block and let my Loue lye vnder, 


And then I willingly will part aſimder. 


Take puniſhmenc of mercy-ſcorning Death, 


1 


Vader 5 


| Loues complaints. 


Vader the hill whereon my comfort lyes 
Runnes a ſweet Riuer which can quench my flame, 
The middeſt of which hill all rocky is, 
How ſhould I then hope to dig through the ſame) . 


Yer Loue the workman dipgeth on this hilt 
And though he little gaines, yet hopes he ſtill, 


5 2 

Yet hope is vaine, ſor that hill ſtony is, 

And ſhe doth ſweare not to remoue it thence, 

Then how ſhould I attaine that well of blis, 

Or thinke my furious flames to rid from hence, 
Onely if thou thy hard hart wilt remoue 

Then ſhall I digg and * ingo thy loue- 


Then 


Loues complaints, Ds 


Then Faire remoue that rocke from out thy hill 
V Vhich ſtops the paſſage to that ſacred Riuer, 
For what is vertue, if thy hardnes will 1 
Hide it, nor euer men from paine deliuer: 102 
Or what's the worth of all thy ſtreames ſo cleare, 
If thou denieſt Louers to come neare? _ - 
T4 


Then open thoſe thy ſtony Porters gates 
And fith thy waters currant neuer ſtayes, 
Impart the bleſſednes which thee az waites, 
Suffer me to come into thoſe pureſt wayes, BD 
Then let me in, open that enuious dore, 
If L offend then will I come no more. 


Fhee 


15 


: n 


Loues complaints. 


Shee hath begot two children, Care, and Grieſe, 
-  Disfgur'd Infants of deformed feede, 
VVhow now the ſcorn-s, d nying them reliefe, 
Saying ſuch filthy brats ſhe nere did breede, 

But as my pained ſoule can witnes beare, 


_ Hers be they; 01 wiſh they neuer were. 


vet on my charge ſhe thruſts her Orphan broode 
And ſayes vntruly, that I ſorth them brought, 
"VVhenlI did _ keepe and giue them ſoode 
VVhen wandring for entertainment ſought, pO 
Bur if that * your Sons you le thiuſt on me, 


Make me a Father, and ile willing be. = 
C2 . 7 1 ay 
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Loues complaints, 


My flame, like Zacrece chaſt, as chaſt as ſhe, 

My Faire proud Tarquin is, that cruel King 

V'Vho by diſdaintull frownes and t ie 

My loue and life to wofull end doth bring; 

Slaying my harmleſſe loue with cold diſdaine 
Which 45 I pray, ſends back my words againe. 


Therefore by N enus thou art baniſhed 
Like Tarqvin, ſrom her court and heauenly traine, 
Becauſe thoſe whom thou ſhouldſt have nouriſhed 
Thou by contempt haſt iudg d to endleſſe paine, 
Yet though from her thy beauty baniſh: be, 
My hart will follow ſtill in ſpite of me. A 
. 1 


* 


Loues complaints. 


T long haue feru'd with double diligence 
One wham my hart {till care full did awaite, 
Fcaring to breed to her the leaſt offence, 
Dulie attending her without deceite, 
But ſhe who once deceiuingly receiu d me, 
After her kind receiuing hath deceiu'd me. 


For when[T aske of ber a ſeruants wage, 

She hath denied what I had thought to haue, 
And as incenſed in a furious rage, 15 
Denied her ſelfe to giue, and me to craue. 
Thus am poore, wanting what ſhold maintaine 
And ſhe vniuſt, vniuſtly to diſdaine me. 

| 5 C 3 I 
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Loues complaints. 


1 figh and plaine, and ſpend my dayes in grieſe, 
Blinde with long looking on my brighteſt ſunne 
VVearie with hoping helpe or her releefe, ſ 
Wallowing in wor, whole date is neuer done: 
Matchleiſfe her beautie, excellent and rare, 
Matchleſſe my griefe, and paſſing all compare. 


I tell my Goddeſſe how I grieve and pin, 

And ſhe (like Eccho) grieue and pine ſtill ſaith, 

And ſith my Saint doth this to me aſſigne, 
VVhat hope remaines of reward for my faith ? 

Vuſeſſe that power which is all divine, - 

| Forbid diſdaine to plague, my hart to pine. 


In 


N 


In Winters cold ſtormes, and that frozen time, 
Each Tree and plane 


Lues complaints. 


. 


W 


rabd of his leauie grecue, 
Theit courſe to VVinters coldnes doe religne, 

N. ed 28 though they death d had ncuer beene 3. 
their ſummers pride & ſweeteſt flowers, 
VVhea black-fic d koſtie weather on thẽ lowers. | 


Bac lope the ee char — . 

Like to the Palme, ſtill Fee ſtill opp 

By fierce diſdaines black winter, whi — 1 

Freezeth about the rote, my hapleſie 

Thus I decay, or hope doch Gal denie + | 
. growes in V Vinter, ſhould in Summer ak 

| Ceale 


Loues complaints 


Ceaſe farther breathing of my lifes vnreſt, 
To trouble her with ap of my hart with paine, | 
Sich I haue ſhew'd my faith, my y worll,my beſt, 
And yet ſhe heares not, but I pray in vane; 
And ſith by opening my wound will not heals, 3 
What once I opened now I will conceale 


» 


— 


And to he ſhades Ile whiſper forth my woe, 
VVhile gentle dura ſinging all al 
Shall make m'aſcending plaines 
Conſorting in the wailing of my 


Loues complaints, 


But now my voyce is hoarſc with playning ail 
. „„ boarſe? 
ling to her who nere doth change her will, 


Or 
Nor touched with a ſparke of ſweete remorſe; 
But like an Ecchoing hull, to others eares, 
Redoubleth that, what it ſelſe neuer heares. 


Therefore in ſilence hall my weeping eye 
That ſheis faire, ſay to my bleeding hart, 
My hart ſince that ſhe doth my loue deſpiſe, 
Shall fay ſhee cruell is, and workes my ſmart. 
And while I droope in ſlumber of diſpaire, 


My tongue ſhall euer cry, o cruell Faire. 


' 


Sed tamen heret amor, creſcitque dolore repulſe.. 
& FINIS. 
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The Legend of Orpheus | 


and Euridice. 


Zout that time when as the ſmyling yere 
Scorning bis garments torne by winters blaſt, 
Clathed ia freſh array began Cappeare, + 4 
And with new buds the fields did ouer-call, 
Then whe th aſcending Sun prolong'd the dayes, 
Driving his Chariot to heauens higher waies; 


Orpheus euen in the flower of his life, 
V Vs ioyned to the faire Euridice, 
Euridice his faire and louely wife, 2 
Then which more faire and loucly none could be. 
Faire like the ſtarrs,and louely like their Queene, 
Euen like to Phebe was her glocy ſeene. 


Such 
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mace aire that lay within his breaſt, 

The Necter of his ng e well "a life, 

Like to Elyſium, fields of happy ' 

Eucn like to thoſe were are pure . of his, 
Myrrour of beauty,quainteſt worke of Nature, 
Aad heauens image in an carthly creature. 


Image it onely was, and WY 

The reaſon why it paſt ſo ſoone away, X 1 
No ſubſtance, for it ſtraight doth fade and faile, 
ure of his end, vncertaine of his Ray ; : 
-  Vnhappie man to loole ſo coſtly et (fre. 

Whole daies of woe are long, but ſhort of plea- 


 Tence came the woe that did inwrap his ſoule, 
Iis ſoule encloſed in eternall woe, 
vnd hence the thicfe, the which his Iewell ſole, 
Lis precious lewell which he loued ſo, .. : 
Hence comes the end of his felicitie, 

And here begins his wofull miicrie. 


For now where beautie once did tyratize, 


Wounding the ſubiects of her tegiment 4 
Swaying her ſcepter in her ſweeteſt eyes, 1 
Filling the world with aſtoniſhment, | 


There now fits Death exiling beauties righe, 3 
Darkning her beames with his eternall nicht. 


For faire Euridice, the faireſt faire | 
That euer yet dyd blaze her orient ſhine, 
Or from a Virgin-breaſt drew pureſt ayre, | 
To Death Fo . all ber graces now reſigne, i 
Jo graceleſſe Death the yeeldeth all er 


Who wich his Harpey tallands them 
Beautie bright ſtar, ſoone darkned by a clowde, 
A bazing Comet, ſaone burnt, ſoone decayed, 
A voyce which pꝑſſeth, though it ſound aloude, 
Faire Enſigne, in a fading field diſplayed; 
A iem of worth, not priz'd by any coſt, | 
Let better not be had, then had be loſt, 


e eee 
| 
* . 

* . : 


Eben lbess apple fallen from the tree, . 
. Shaken b — regmeek fruite, vntimely pluckt, 
Ob faire to ſee : 
Fadetk, when as his ap by wormes igfackr, ' | 
So falleth ſhe, a 0 poore vnhappy Maide | 
n haue uu d if ſhe at home had ſtaide. 


But now iniurious Death hath plucked theſe. 
Faire Lyllies in their chiefeſt flouriſhing, 
And like the Dragon of th'Heſperides 5 
Shutteth the Gardens gate to entet in, ; 
_ Cruell Death ? which to another doth denie 
VVhat ke not viing (uff-reth co die. | 


$odics Euriditi, who while abroade 

The Sheephcard . Ariſteus luſt ſhe fled 
Vpon a Serpent ſhe vnwary troade 
Where ſhe was ſlaine, in flying ſtrangers beds 
O vniuſt heauens thus to reward the good, 


5 9 deeds with pureſt blood. 
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But | 
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| bur now be fouls ends Gadaber hoard 

Is come to Stix to get her waſtage there, | 

Vnto thoſe bankes of endleſſe woe ſhe came, 

Gaſtly baknes full of horrour and of feare, 
Where chanes wayteth for the comming ꝑhoaſts 
For to tranſport them to the taker Couls, 


When he ber las bis hart comcean'd a fire, 
A ſier which rhe Fiend had neuer felt 
His diueliſh harris tamed by deſire 
W a Bla 
| Sweet ſhadow which can ſtur vp ſparks of lous: 
If it were ſabſtanos then how would it m. 


Euen like to one that ſaw Meduſa's head 
Is Metamorphos'd to a rocky tons, 
So hands thus furie by amazement ſed 
VVhile with her loue This hart is ouer - gone, 
He ſwore that he had wafted many faire 
Zut neuer one that might with her —_— 4 


OREN LT, . 


— . SLE — Fas 


_— ___ > . * — ; 
a 


a On In 9 


e * 


4 
_ 3 
4 nn 
, 
. 


nus iayd, he Rar his Boar vnto che ſhore _ 
And paſs'd her to the happy Eliſian Strand, 
The place of ioy where ſhe ſhillweepe no mare, 
A ate of — and happy land; 
VVhere, for her purenes ſealed with her 8 
She's fed with heauenly drinke and Ange 


But now had Fame mounted vpon the tyre, 
Spread 2 the world this wofull Tragedie, 
Tha whilpring Ecchoe, ſad events bewrayer, 

5 eaten dee. of the ayres monarchie: 

And told to — that his Loue was dead, 
Sbee by whom ali his plealant yourh was led. 


Which heard, . ſorrow wich gricfe, 
He falleth downeas in an extafie, 
His mind doth baniſh ioy, and all ee 

Forſaking men and humane companie, 

VVounded with loue and loſſe of his ſweet Faire 


ae is with deepe deſpaire, 5 


9 


— gener ang ——_ 
Like to a arrive; whom bohſtrodh Gd 


Hayethrowne into the mercy- wanting waues, 

And when no reſt, nor place of hope hee ande, 

He weepes, he prayes, he vowes Jet * wothin g faves, 
And while he prayeth, and he ſayethiſo, | 
He drowned is in waves, his hart in woe. 


od 


So he, caſt from his fp where he rep 
The feope of all his Wand chiefelt 

Wich hopebelle waues of black diſpatre incfold, 
Cryes to the heauens, bur they his cryeswithſtood, 
And thus he is the Wrie of his rage, 

Lying pon the earch; hiy rekick ſtage: | 


To you © RacksThiſNny 
To you I will my gti 4 Ferro — (M 
There are n Gods which heare hen men are, 
Or recompence them for their doing well: 
And 11 thete be, why Aid they ſlay my joue, 
, whole 2 hart could not their hardnes moue 


Ang ragman'd his ſiluer- ſounding Lute 
V/ arbling in Tragique notes a wofull Ditty, 4 
Mouing dead things, vnſenſible and mute | 
Let ncuer could he moue the Rates to pitty, 
He mou'd the dead to pitty thoſe that liue 
Which to the dead the liuing would not giue. 


And now he takes his ſweeteſt Inſtrument 
And throwes it from him, ſcorning worldly toy, 
V V hile with his fingers he his haire doth rent 
Himſelfe the agent of his owne anoy, 

Swearing that ſince his ſoule is gone away, 


His body ſhall on earth no longer ſtay. 


Then like a Bird bereaued of her young 
Her deareſt young whom ſhe ſo long had fed, 
Sitting ypon a buſh ſhe ſweetly ſung 
In wayling funerall Anthems for the dead, 
lle doth lament her death and his vnreſt, - - 
And thus he plaines the woe which him oppreſt. 
_ 8 
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Whomemrrlaſting 


” Open and Fürth. 


O curſed Phorcinean helliſh brood. 
Vnn2turall, which kill where you ſhould woe, 
Inueno;ning that — blood 1 
Vvhich was within that ſacred wall of bliſſe, 
Faire wall within whoſe dloaſure once I dwellcd, 

' Bur now by cruell Death I am expelled. 


O would I were but banifint from that wall 
Then ſhould I hope at length to lee 41. Lowes. 
But now no Oitraciſmze can me recall ft 
exile doth remoue, + 
The ſlyding time and dayes and yeeres thay pale 
But yer I hall remaine euen as I was, 


Vnhappy mn the ſabieR of bee 1 
Borne, and therefore borne ta milerie, + 
Whole very birth doth comming woe importune ” 
 V'Vhole lyte a ſad contimiall Tragedie, x 
Himſelfe the Actor in the world the Stage, 
Whnleas the acts are meaſur d by his age. 
D 2 Such 
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bauch is my life, à woſall Tragick ſtory, 


Whoſe entrance pleaſeth but his end is ſad, 
So I, once happy, now haue loſt my glory, 


I) be glory of my dayes which once I had; 
And now my life is but a gloomy night 


And darkſome ſhade remoued from the lighe. 


i 
4 


Gape earth, and let thy entrals be diſcloſed, 


And ſwollow him, whom grie ſe hath ſwollowed, 


For ſhe on whom my reſt I had repoſed 


From whom my life and light I borrowed | 
Lues clouded in Cymmerian-ſhadowed * | 


VVho once did leade my obiect-pleaſed 


The faire attractiue Adamants of her eyes, 


Now are diſpoiled of their verrues force 


And What with wonder-lookers did ſurprize, 
Nov is but pale earth and a ſencelſſe corſe, 


A Temple and a Saints celeſtiall ſnrine s 
. Whoſe Image theeues haue ſpoild — L 
VV „ 


Orpheus and Euridice- .. — 


-  VVhenfirſt my mounting Sunne began t -appeare 


It ſcornd the clouds, and what might dim his light, 


And hi her chmed vp aloft, more cleare, 
Increaſii n both in cl-arenes and in height, 
But now lus light with vapours is ob curd 


* 


And chat himſelfe hurts, hich himſelfe procurd. 5 


Her beauty by her force attractiue drew me 
And drawne, led me Captiue by her pleaſure, 

And Capriue, by her loſſe vnkindly ſlew me, 
And loſt, ſhe robd me. of my chiefeſ treaſure, 
Her deauty is the cauſe of all my woe. FRY 
Her beauty was the cauſe I lou'd her ſo. | 


Euen lyke that bealt, which ſeauen · mouthd Nilss 
A flattring teare· deceauing Crocodile (breeds, 
| VVhole plealing glances, and falſe looking feeds | 

The trauailer v raiacd by his guile, 
Who while his ruine he ſulpech 4 leaſt 
Is me proces by that cruell Zeaſt. 
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So I'drawne by ſweet beauties Orient ſhine 

That fairc-allucing ſoule- enticing _ 

I did my ſervice and my loue aſſi 

Jo beauty and her ſweetnes ſtill Al (hold 
Where when thought t haue caſt mine Anker 
My * by vahappy fares was ſoone cõtrold. 


Ah fickle Som whoſe ſtil- -rurning whecle 
Imporceth chenge of men, and change of ſtates, 
VVhoin the Ocean of their woe doe rede, . 
Toſſed hy aduerſe tempeſts of the Fares: 

Men dye, and humane kind doth paſſe away Fa, 

But oe, that makes them dic doth euer ſtay. * 

This is the Samian ſoule that paſſeth ill, 
Departing from the dead to them thar ſtay, 
This is the tree growing dn the Mules hill 
That neuer dying ſtill- renued Bay: 
This is the Sea that ſomtime back doth goe, 


But ſtill it comes againe and back doth flow, yp 


—— ' * 5 W Es. N r 
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But whether now tranſported in my mourning? | 
Tears cannot change what Gods haue fore-decreed, 
Nor plaints can cauſe my faire be back returning, 
Sorrow, not comfott theſe my moanes will breed, 
Let this ſuffice, my loue all faites did paſſe 

And I vnhappieſt as ſhe faireſt was. RY 


| Put now vnto the dungeon of deſpaire, 
Auernas iawes and lothlome Erebus, 
Vnto thoſe hopcleſſe denns I will repaire 
Which though they fearefull be and hideovs, 
| Yet will I ery ro moue them by my prayer 
To pitty me and and fend againe my fayre. 


Then lifting vp his linibs, conſum'd with 1 8 = 
Leauing the top of that cloud-clyming hill, 
He goes vnto the Valley for reliefe 
VVhoſe concaue befome fountaine ſprings doe fill, 
VVhich from the ayrie mountaines opening fide, 
Soſtly fall downe and through the Valley wes 
| and 


1 Hg UL © 


and with the drifling drops that ſeem d to weepe 

He waſht his face made filthy by his teares, 

V Vhile as the Wella courſe doth ſeeme to keepe 

And in the wceping conſort burthen beares, 
The Well runnes on, his teates doe neuer {tay 

VVhick with his teares the other wipes away. 


| But thence he goes and leaues the weeping Well 
V Vhich euer mournes in teare-diſtilling h 

V Vhich from the hollow of the Mountaine fell, 

V Vhoſe courſe no ſtay can let, no Sommer ſtops, : 
But creeping forth from out the pores aboue 
It mournes in purelt ſtreames his pureſt loue. 


Downe in the boſome of the gaping ground 
A fearefull Chaſma opencth darkſome dennes 
Vy here to th'infernall kingdome way is found, 
Leading along to th. Acheruſian Fennes, 
| VVhere no ſtarre, nor the fiery plobed Sunne 
Is cuer ſeene his wonted courſe to runne. 
N . Darke 


* 


Orpneus and Euridice. 
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Darke Night, the Captaine of th'infernall bands 
VVrappeth their fearefull habitation, | 
Couering thoſe deuill-inhabited Lands 

- VVith ſhades fir for ſuch fields of deſolation, 
Vyhere waſtnes mantled in black fearcfulnes 
Is deſtinated place for wickednes. 


Even at the gate ſtand Horrour and Deſpaire 

VVounding the ſoules that paſſe to Acheron 
VVithin, th Euminides with sFaky haire, 

Affraight the Spirits which doe paſſe along, 

W lulc Furies for their faults and former fin 
Teare thera as ſoone as they are entred in. 


Vpon a ſtately chaire of Ebon wood 
VVas ſer the rau ſher of Perſephone, 
And by him Ficnds and damned ſpirits ſtood 
Like Heraulds to prepare his gaſtly way, 
V Vhule he appoints the ſoules their puniſhment 


There 


| VVhich fremcarth to his kingdome are ſtill ſen. 


2 


” _—R—_—__—_——. Tie Lei end — - - — 
ie Legend E 
. 
ry i 


There commeth ompheus through che dackſome way 
Led ſill by loue in this Cymmerien Cell, | 
Hoping within this darke to finde his day, 
And find his heauen in the loweſt hell : 
Neuer was ſuch a forme and Joucly face, 
Incloſd in ſuch a darke and vgly — 


A ſhyning Comet in a ploomie r, 

A Pham in a vaſt Arabia, 

Phebe in ſhadowed places ſending lig 

Her beautie is the denies & the 80 day, (bright, 
Sweet day whoſe morne is faire whoſe noone moſt 
Happy they, who of fuch noones can haue fi ght. 


But now it is in hell impriſonned, | 
Where comes (for where feares Joue to go) 
Not fri rihredby the irits of the dead, ; 
Nor * hrs of damned Fiends below, 
Thinking that ſince he loſt his ſweeteſt loue, 
The heauens cannot torment his hart aboue. 
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Orpheus and Euridice. 


Then — he ſits vpon a rockie ſtone, . ** 

Before the deuills ghoſt- attended gate, 

And in his ſong his nulery doch mone, 

While as his 1 tells hy tis ——_ 74 
Then taking out his Harpe, he ſweetly * 
And to ſend back his lone, the Gods he prayed- 


(Pardon ſweet Gentles that with daring quill, 
To chaunt his ſweeteſt ſtraines I ſhould preſume, 
He is better memoriz'd with little skill 
Then that his name obliuion ſhould conſume; + 
And yet becauſe for loue we both decay, 

Like him I may not fine, yet like him fay.) © 


4 


But now the ghoſts reſorted all about 
Like Bees of Hibla, to his melodie, 
The troupe: of helliſh ſpirits iſſued out, 100 
To heare bis hart-inchauncing harmonie, Bs, 
YVhen thus in mourning tunes the Poet ſung, 
While as his hands kept true time W his _—_ 448 
4ce 


* 


82 


Ilhen let my 
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E powers below within erernall ſhade, gl 
Lou Fates that turne your not returning wheele 
Now helpe him whom you haue vnhappy made, 
Free him from woe, who now hell wocs doth feele, 
Euridice is ſh2, my (orrawes ſource,  (counſe. 
The ſpring from whence my ęxieſe doth take his 


And thou o King of hell, if euer loue 
bPoſſeſt thy hart, thy lous entiſed hart, 
Bop t my miſery thy mercy moue, 
And thinking on thine one, regard my ſmart ; 
/ Thou art a King, yet thou to loue didſt bow, 
And I but pore, yet loue aſwell as thou. 


The Sunne on rich & poore alike doth ſhine, 
The glaſſe doth looke as bright as doth the gold, 


Nature w ally vs gifts aſſigne, 
Caſting our frame within our terren mold: - 
The ſoule of great men may more glorious be, 
They haue but louing harts, and ſo haue 4 E 
3 | 1 There- 


Orpneus and Euridice, 


chats —— entice cena 

Send back my 2 [7 

| What hurts one miſerable foule to ſaue, 
And giue to me againe my loucly wife? 471 

5 ee 

. from hell 


Ele d with woe and quer · come with oriefe, | 

" Here will I tay till Death ſhall ceaze my ſoule, 

Refuſing all — vayne relieſe, 

And ny my deſperate ſorrow may controule: 
Here take a carkaſſe, but a mangled part, 

Fot (hee long ſince hath carried hence my hart. 


7 


Here take a martted ſoule conſam'd with fire, N 


Here take the aſhes of my Phzniz loue, 
Coaſumde in his owne incenſed defire, | 
Here takea folitarie dying Doue, 1% 
V Vho hauing loſt his (weereſt louing mate, - 
| Yeeldeth vnco his ſellowes cruell fate. nd 
And 


FT. 2 


BE: = 


__ 6. 1 A ſoone to Autumns tyranny, 


| 


L | 
And take a ſhadow and an em 
V Vhere ſubſtance perriſhed pi fen the was gone, 
And then © 0 cruell, of your wot boaſt, 
That you herce three haue ſlaine a man alone: 
A man conſum d with harts Ioue- burning feuer, 
VVhoſtill is dying, but he dieth neuer. 


This, not thus, the ues of his paine, 

With teares, the Elixars of his harts diſcaſe, 

VVhich flowed like to drops of trickling raine, 
He volloied from his hard diſpoyld of eaſe: EE, 


Eaſe, like a Summers ſleepe ſleepe inticing * 
to light. 


No ſooner come, bur ſtraight it ye 
The ſpring of life whe all ſweet ioyes doeflouriſhy | 


The fountaine which þ leſſer ſtreames doth nouriſh, 
But by the ſunnes heate, ſoone exhaled ys - 
A ſhip amidſt ſome rock iniurde ſeas, (watts. 


Wbbich fldome paſſeth through thoſe * 


— 
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Ven now theſe helliſh »hoſts whoſe troubled earet 
Neuer heard any thing but mones and cryes, 
Their mouthes with — x fild, their harts 
And yellings, like a cauing man that dies, 
Akhough invred to fatre ſadder ſights, 
Yet 0 0 woe, though far more wolull wights. 


feares, 


Like as the flower intiche bab tene, | 
V Vhich on Himettu build their waxen walles, 
VVhen as th: company a Regent wants, 
And the nobilitie a counſaile calls, 
They mutter all in a confuſed noyle, 
And | while they ſpeak all, all confound the voice 


So theſe, each tellin what his HE minde 
Thought for the he of this wofull man, 
Raiſe vp a rumor like a furious wind, 

Which when we blowing ſee, ſce neuer can. 
But tumbling in an vndiſtiaguiſnt ſound, 
A ſccking to be heard,all * drownd. 


Yet 
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Yet by the ſeeming voyces conſent Bs 
The King their inward meaning vnderſtood, 
And for the faire Euridice he ſent, 
VValking alone within the Mirtle wood, 
V'V hich is by Loue vnto thoſe ſoules aſſhond, 
Whom he once ſeruing, him did ſliy vnkind. 


Now forth ſhe comes wrapt in a ſable weede, 
And pitchie darknes a farre ſadder hue, 
Still carefull, looking backward, taking heed, 
As though the luſtfull Shepheard did purſue 
Sweet chaſtitie which ſtill deceiving flyes, 
And though her ſubicQ's dead, yet neuer dies. 


Her on condition he deliuercth, 8 

T hat when in going he turnd back agalne, 
It ſhould be to her as a ſecond death, 

+ Returning backe where ſlie doth now remaine; 
Nor euer ſhould he gaine by plaint or prayer, 
But onely this, that he ſhould Rill diſpaire. 


Glad 
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Gd with this gift. whoſe worth is nothing w 
He takes with thanks his long deſired loue, 


And from that helliſh Armie iflueth forth. 
Hoping that now his joy will nere remoue; 


Blind loue, deceiud with ſhadowes looling & 
7. 


Such arc th affections of vnbrideled youth. 


As Io walking by the Riuers fade 
'VVhereas her watry Father ſlides along, 
Glad, yet enforc'd her inward ioy to hide, 
Concealing both her comfort and her wrong, 

Becauſe ſhe {ces her Father, ſhe is glad, 

Aud ſich ſhe doth but ſee hum, ſhe is ſad. 


So Orphens hauing in poſſeſſion, ö 
what he 


| Yer not poſſeſſing thought he had 
Forbidden once to ſee his ſwectelt one, . 


View. 


DE red 


* | Cie. mais T6 a 
inde man; whoſe weake vnſtable yeelding hare, 


; quiets harbour and defired reſt, 
inks that his fottune neuer wall depart, 
t kniowing things decline, once at the beſt. 
he e is the hill, the deeper dale, 
The higher is our ſeate, the greater * 


— 
* 


Blinde with his fortune, chanęꝑin cragick a notes 
To ioytull Sonnets of his loues PEP 
Like to an old man when e Ef 
Drawne by ſome eye- pleaſing goodly fight; 
So Orpheus, ouer- come with beauues light, 


Darkneth his (ences with this clow die night. 


And now doth 10 the guide, the way prepare, 
pie ſoggy miſts of pitchic mant 
VVhilſt Orphews rauiſhe with his ſweeteſt Gain, 
Followeth a pace, ſince ioy doth care expell. ' 
She whoſe preſaging hart no ioy could fade, 


Followed ur f ber ooze ur e 1 
n 
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Orpncus and Euridice. 


And tarry ing long through theſe vnłnowne wales, 
Not following, as lone guided him before, 
But ſomtimes goes, & ſomtimes breathing ſtayes, 
Sighing, as though his hart ſhould ſigh no more, 
But as incloſed in a wall of paine, | 
She ſeekes to breake that curicd wall in twaine. 


Now he whom lone had made to flye in haſt, 
Douhting leaſt ſhe ſhould once ag1ine returne, 
Rathly lookes back. forgetting promile paſt, 
And loſt the fire wherein he yet did burne : 
She flyes, he cryes, and yet ſhe ſtill doth flie, 

2 cryes.th: flies, and yet he ſtill doth cry- 


Like as a ſeruzunt of God Aeolus, 12856 
VV hen he in meſſage ſends him forth abroade, 
Vith tumbling force, and raging tirannous, 
He throwes downe towers that in his ioutney ſtood. 
And flying, neuer ſtayeth where he was, - 
And paſting by the ſight all ſight doth pafle. 3} 
| L. 2 do 
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So ſhe, whe * thought t haue 74 her, 
Whairles thence d by — might, J 
with him he humbly praid her, 5 


Shee leaues at once his prayer and his light. ; 
And cryes aloude, ſcarce comming to his care, 
That ſhe vawilling, left her louer there. 


Now robbed of his guarde which him attended, 

Loue and his loue too louely long to ſtay, 

There came diſpaire from darknes deepe aſcended, 

None but diſpaire doth leade him in his way, K 
VVho when he ſummons hope to end his woe, 
Still doth reply, and aunſwering, ſayth no. 


Now doth he caſt him downe along the ground, 
And plaines her beauties loſſe, his hapleſſe chaunce, 
His eyes amiſſe, his harts vncured wounl, 
And ſayes, ſuch was her grace, her countenaunce, - 
Ard ſtill accuſing all, and all to late, _ 
. Thus doth he mourne his poore vnhappy ſtate. 
Vs Come 
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Come forth my ſoule with ſorrow ouer-caft, 
Clad in woes colours, and black fable weedes, 
Tell how thy glory is quite defaſt, 
Tell what thy death procures, thy ruine breedes, 
Accompanied onely with diſpaire, 
And thoſe black denns, once . by by faire. 


Tell how that beautie is a bitter ſweet, 

Whole getting care, whoſe looſing greater woe, 

And with our eares it ſoone away doth fleete, 

And when age commeth, how it back doth goe, 
And then the faire, o'tecome by beauties ſoe, 

Can onely weeping ſay, we haue been ſo. 


Tell how mans hart, hike to the Summer duſt, 
Is toſſed ſtill by Fortunes boyſte rous wind, 
And how his ſences ſoone doe yeeld to luſt, 
Whole gate they back returning nere can finde, 
Such pleaſing food to fancies it doth giue, 
That there we loue to he, and lying liue. 5 
E 3 Tell 
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Tell how,thy woe ſurpeſſech worldly griefe, . 


The Labotinth wherein I am jaclolde, 
VVhole end ſtill endæth with the end of life, :;... - 
A burthen, ncuer feicnd once impoſddee 
Her forme diuine, divine doch euer ſtay, | 


N woe, her forme, ſo will ths nere decay. 


74 + 


VVhile I accord, and from my har that dies 

VVheun featc hath wrapt in an eternall couer, 

Send ſighes to eaſe the burthen that here lyes, 

As ſighes can eaſe the burthen of a Louer, 
And when that death denics thee to deplore, 
The weep. becaule hecle let thee weepe no more. 
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And when this earth now form d in humane tape, 
Shall gine ſurrender — 408 te 

vnto the graue urhich wide 8 
bare es neuer ld with crueltie. 
Then wil Liye whereas my taireſt is, *+ 


In ſhades oar foules,ry earch our corps del ſe 


Ending his plaints the ſhawers of his woe, 
VVhic — vnloade the clouiles . e 1390. 
He to the Iſie hills of Theace doth go, 
VVhoſe ſtately tops the worlds 1e. . 
eden, now Thraces hill once Thraces nene. 
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Here he, where winds be devel)" N 
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And here he makes a heauenly harmonie, 
Whole force diuine doth melt th indurate froſt, 
And where thoſe Meteots once made al things die, 
Now ſpoyld themſelues, theit loftie ſeats haue loſt. 
And trees from out the bumble Groves do riſe, 
Whoſe Syluan company their roome ſupplyes. 


And now thoſe hills, whoſe hoary tops before 
' Threatned th inhabitants eternall warre, [ 
PDarting of Ihe heapes continuall tore, + 
Tumbling from high, like to a falling ſtarre, 
And with the frozen which Boreas ſounds 
Forbidding all to come wich their bounds. 


| Theſe now relenti n their former pride, 
Do yeeld their necks a common way 


V Vhile their congealed water downe doth glide, 
Which erſt did threaten, ſtately ſtill to ſtay ; 
Sweet Adamant, bright ſunne, the light of loue, 
 _ Wholeforce is ſuch, that it all force can moue. 
"oy Rn of 8 
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Orpheus and Euridice. 


_ Harmonious conſent, muſick all diu ne. 
A mouing tongue, whoſe Rhetorick doth delight, 
Hart- drawing mirth,the ſoules celeſtiall wine 
V hich drowns the ſences with his pleaſing might 
I !be ſpheres ſweet motion, heauens ſecond frame, 

To which it ſtill is like from whence it came. 


Allured by this ſweet alluring good, 
Vnto this Syren all the Thracians came, 
VVhom when they heard, as rauiſhed they ſtood, 
Their {ences pleaſed, yet ſpoiled by the ſame. 
They ſwore that Maias ſonne was come againe, 


Such was his heauenly bart-pleaſing paine. 


Holding them bound within theſe ſiluet bands, 
VVhoſle links were ſtronger then that net of golde 
V hich rangled Yenus, wrought by V »lcens hands, 85 
He left his muſick, and in precepts told 
The vanitie of life, and wandring waies, 

W hich ſtill we miſerable nn 
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This Legend f'" 


n 55m ſenſuall pleaſure, 
Pineth impriſoned in this lothſome Iayle, 
VVhoſe ſetters ſinne increaſeth without meaſure, 
V dich rules the body when the forces ſaile; 
3 woes of moment's 
He tells of womens woes, of 


wt How theyi intrap the Eearefull W 1 
Asad teach chem lothed paths of fiafuliſhame; 
And ho their luſt-defiſed fouls are bent, | 
To ſlay ſweet Chaſtities diuineſt name; 
Paire good long ſought for, ſweet obtained reſt, 
Elicers ewell, Coronet of the belt. 


And how they dig the pits of humaine woe, 
In which th Alge, ecke to throw downe other, 
And how i ing in the darke they 
deeking to ioyne our ſoules and dane together: 
Gires, which change mens nature into beaſts, 
8 the with luſis lenſual feaſts. 


VVhoſe 


wrong. 


TJ 


Orpheus and Euridict. . 


VVholclife mens death, whoſe beautie is the r 
To which like blinded birds men take their flight, 
vrhen they for all our loue and harts defire; 
Conlume our harts, and blinde our dazcled 
Iulia can witnes, and my hart ſo much, 
And yet I dare not ſay that ſhgis ſuch. 


Thus doth he teach the precepts of his care, ©+& 


vrhich W dear pennaunce he too dear hath bought, 
For which his ſences now repented are 


That they no ſooner had thus knowledge ſought. 


But Fortune fo our hidden chaunce doth caſt, 
That euer woe comes fuit, and knowledge laſt. 


Now ſtill he cryes to flye that weaker kinde, 
And addeth baſe diſhonour to their name, 
And ſayes that nature firſt bath them aſlign'd 
As plagues to kindle mens deſtructions flame: 
vvhoſe heate once ruling in our inner parts, 
Doth neuer die, but wich our dying harts. 
vg | Pute 


And from her auncient cuſtoms to 


| Bur whar, my chaſter Muſe doth bluſhto heare 
| Theonely fault and finne of this his youth, 
It ſhames to tell vnto anothers care, . 
utirnes it profits to conceale the true; 
Better it were none knew the way to finne, 
For knowing none, then none would enter in. 


| Wee in this path ſette his defiled ſoote, 
vvhich leades vnto the tree of ſinne ind ſhame, 
VVoe is his fruite, and wickednes his roote, 
Boch cheſt he taſted, and to both he came; 
Bauch are the ſnares which craftie ſinne doth lay, 
That iuſteſt men doe ſtumble in theyr way. 


Now he doth teach the ſoule to ſinne by Art, 
And breake the Law which Nature had ordaind, 
are, - 
vyhich ſtil ere this were kept vntoucht, vnſtaind, 
Teachimę to ſpoyle the flower of that kinde, 
_ VVhoſe flower neuer yet could any find. 
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O cat baſtard of ſome helliſh Syre, 


Borne in a deuils Conuocation, x * 


Vile bloody ſword, forg d in eternall fre, 


of woe, and leading to damnation; 
Erinis of- ſpring, enemy of Nature, 


5 Faſt band io fell, not by an earthly creature. 


fphe Calidonian Boare which Gods have ſeat 
For to detroy the gardens of the bleſt, 
VVhoſe bloody tuskes in ſhi 
The daintie young brought 
er, 


1p bes nel, 


Virginities Autumnes cold, 
vyhuch hurts the bud ere it the leaves vnfold. 


And now heau'nsbrightel eye aſham'd to ſee 


That vice in vertues name — penny we 

| He hides his fery lookes, & then frõ doth flies 
And wraps the earth in darknes, 32 
Vayling th Horizon with the duskie night, 


Not lending loathed vice his puceſ light. - 


And 
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And thoſe brighe Tapers of the highe! t hall 
Gently affording men their golden flune, 
Vnto their nightly reſt the world doe call, 
The Warchmen which great Nature doth aſſigne, 
Plac'd in the hendens/time-outlaſting wall 
Tedeck their ſeate and comfort vs with all, 


But he within whoſe hart Gat diſdentent, 
The Vultur which doth gnaw his pained breaſt 
And ſorrow which doth bid him fill repent, 

Not ſliffering the ſoule'to take his reſt; 

Still watcketh noching can his wound redreſſe 


VVhole ondy quiet is mnquietries. | Wt, 


And comming foi the hils dowd diffing top 
ſpen in reſts controling ne, 
Alike a lofty tree that wants a 
Beaten with ſorrowes winds all nes, 
And to the Moone his ſad laments did 
_ Who moued ſcmd, and wept a dewy ſh hos 


But 


| . When Orpbe 
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But nom the Sunne ſent forth her Sitter 3 


As Harbinger for to prepare her way, 


To warne the world his ſtately Carres 3 


Whoſe fiery Reeds breath ſ nh the lightning day, 
While Theta wournes that he from thence is fled 


nee che pleaſures of n bed. 


orphemus walk ing through the Thracian 645 
In wonted ſi "ohes ſill wailes his miſery, 
Whoſe fad —— to na time euer yields, 


For time may paſſe, but cares will neuer dye, 


And ſtill the ſurging billowes of our ſmart 
Follow 3 in a traubled hart. 


Thus while he e the Cicanes of Thrace 


Armd with reuenge the thunder of their Ire, 

As ſoone as they had ſeene his guilty face 

Runne luke herce dogs to get their (ought deſire, 
And ces ting on bis haire aloud they « ie 
Now will we all revenge our iniurie. 
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And by their might left but a manpled corſe 


And now theſe dainty 


Fx) as 2 Deare whom * hath ETA wounded 
And bleeding downe vpon the ee doth lye 
"Hearing the horne deaths bell ſtul fades 
VVich mournfull teares be _— all doth dye 
So he ſurprized by meſlengers of death, 
With tears & moans yields forth his weary breath 


And as à tree 8 fierce darts of thunder 
Haye riuen all in peeces by their force, 


So is this heauenly Poerheerc broughe vader, 


| Rented in ſhiuering peeces like a wall 
Whom Aquedo hath forced downe to 


5 


Actors of delight, 
Sweet fingers motors of a heauenly noyſe 
V'Vhoſe power hearers ſenc es rauiſht quite, 
Drownd i in pleaſure by that motiue voyce, 
Like Phædus ſtately Chariot ſcattered lye 
VVhen Pheeton ſat ruler on the oye. « 
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